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"They must not have liked my sermon," 








"They must not have liked 
Van Heest's sermon," 




"It repeats itself, "-Prof. Holmes. 
NEW L/BRARY REALLY 
BASKETBALL STADIUM 
'Maybe if we have our own stadium we'll finally win in the National Tournament," 
explainedCoachVan Wieren. 
INSIDE: WHo is THE SEXIEST 
WOMAN ON HOPE'S CAMPUS? 
* - .* » 
Hope Cclkeje Puncher A P ^ L 1987 
Invest in Drugs 
There is a lot of irresponsible talk going around concerning 
drugs. Pol i t ic ians are bending over backwards to be seen as anti-
drugs. The Pres ident is anti-drugs, the Democrat s are anti-drugs, 
the Churches are anti-drugs, the Republicans are anti-drugs, the 
list is endless . Everyone on the anti-drug bandwagon s e e m s to 
have a plan, but they all have one thing in common: the mistaken 
belief that by prohibiting the purchase of drugs they will help the 
problem. 
At the Anchor, saner heads prevail. We propose that the 
government and our col lege invest as much money as possible in 
the drug industry and gain enough influence to persuade drug 
king-pins to stop providing. Let's constructively e n g a g e drugs. 
History has shown such tact ics can work. While m a n y assert 
that sanctions against drug providers, dictators, and other 
unseemly friends of the U .S. hurts us. Anyone famil iar with the 
recent unpleasantness in South Africa knows the results of giving 
such characters money can have. With enough help just about any 
problems can be ended, or at least removed from the news . Let's 
constructively engage drugs. 
BLOOM COUNTY by Berke Breathed 
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I.T. Advertising Sales Position 
Looking for part-time sales representative to sell 
advertising space in a fun & creative quarterly 
^ 1 magazine, ^flexible hours, in your free time. 
i * Hard working.* Some sales experience preferred. 
*Professional appearance. *Must want to have fun! 
We pay mileage and commission. 
Send letter and resume to: 
I.T. 
P.O. Box 1331 
Holland, Ml 49422-1331 
Right of Nowhere 
Adolph Van Rightwing 
by Adolph Van Rightwing 
T h e y ' r e e v e r y w h e r e . You 
know what I mean. I 've been 
walking all over campus and 
those wide-eyed pinkos a r e 
everywhere. Word has it the new 
president used to be a member of 
t h o s e — y o u k n o w — 
MODERATE REPUBLICANS! 
J u s t l o o k a r o u n d y o u , 
everywhere you walk the signs of 
decadent rock and roll seep from 
the windows of our sacred 
college. Just the other day I was 
overhearing a member of Inter 
V a r s i t y c o n t e m p l a t e t h e 
possibility that the creation story 
isn't to be taken literally! How 
can we tolerate this blasphemy? 
Some yo-yo columnist in the 
college newspaper has been 
w r i t i n g a d v o c a t i o n 
' ' tolerance".. .what would God 
say? 
It is no doubt time to turn this 
instituion from the brink of 
HELL and set, in our last 
desperate attempt, before the 
dogs of Hades come upon us, 
while the angels of purity knock 
at the door...Oh Lord...lets us 
offer a prayer. . . 
Dear Lord, rid us of the 
geology department and their 
e v e r l a s t i n g t o r m e n t of 
' 'evolution" and the bones we 
know you, in your wisdom, 
planted in the earth for us to find. 
Save us f rom the cor rup t 
buisiness department who may 
lead us away from capitalism, 
which we know in your infinite 
blessing predistined to be the 
way of heaven and angels. 
The History department, that 
den of iniquity where truth is 
obscured in the worship of 
humanism. . .what would J im 
Bakker say? 
L o o k a t o u r E n g l i s h 
department. Lord - word has it 
that recently they started using 
another text besides the Bible in 
English courses. Can this be 
true? Is it possible that we have 
strayed so far? 
Oh, save us from the heathen 
practisces of our young people, 
dating with out chaperones and 
reports have been recieved, 
L o r d , t h a t t h e y 
a r e . . . a r e . . . KISSING b e f o r e 
commiting their lives (and 
bodies!) to one another! What 
d e s r e g u a r d f o r t h y 
commandments. Heaven can not 
wait until the godly, those of us 
who received our PTL pins last 
week, come to confer with your 
chosen at the Amway Grand. 
Bless the less needy for our 
souls are striving to be truly 
lukewarm. We thank Thee that 
we are not like our lost bretheren 
at Calvin College who have 
recently decided to liberalize 
visiting hours on Wednesday 
evenings. Please help us as we 
raise $10,000 to live our isolated 
existence so that we do not need 
to know where Lebanon is - or 
even Forsyth GA. Protect our 
feeble minds from tolerance, 
that back door by which all evil 
proceeds. 
REPENT HOPE! Ye may 
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FREEZE FRAME 
Who's the sexiest 







SUE LANCEJANS I I I ! I 
• I m- ••' • "̂ 1 
m 
Lamont Dirkse: I'll be honest 
with you—I don't miss being a 
Dean one bit. But every job has 
its perks, and watching Sue 
Langejans sashay back and forth 
across the office was definitely a 
, pe rk t Shejstme hot Item. & 5 & J . 2. 
Chuck Hutter: No question about Gordon Van Wylen: I guess if 
it—Sue Langejans. She combines Jimmy Carter can admit it, so 
the white-armed beauty of a can I. I've lusted in my heart 
Victorian maiden with the raw after Sue Langejans. 
animal magnetism of a Persian 
war godess. 
John Jncobson; I 've heard Boyd Wilson: For the paper, say 
rumors that Sue Langejans is my wife Sara of course. But just 
leaving Hope. If she does, I'm not between you and me... 
coming. 
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Connecting with Calvin 
(Editors' note: To attempt 
to bridge the huge chasm 
which has openea between 
basketball r ivals Hope 
College and Calvin College 
(who cooperate on so many 
other fronts) both the anchor 
and the Calvin Chimes have 
agreed to exchange news, 
information, and opinions ana 
print them in each others 
newspapers with this being 
the first such column in this 
exciting series. Thus, here's 
what's happening at Calvin 
College, our beloved sister 
school.) 
The President's Office has 
just announced that boys may 
now visit girls in their (the 
girls') rooms between 3 p.m. 
and 4 p.m. but the boys must 
remain standing while there. 
Calvin President Vander 
Meulenschaaphoef stated, 
"This is a significant step 
towards complet ing our 
social agenda. I am proud to 
be bringing the students of 
Calvin into the '80s." 
Vander Meulenschaaphoef 
went on to explain that if this 
p o l i c y c h a n g e w o r k e 
successfully the nours would 
be extended. However, he 
could not predict when girls 
could visit boys in the boys' 
rooms, stating, "That's a real 
difficult dilemma that needs 
much more study before a 
decision can be made." 
Finally Calvin officials and 
students turned out in droves 
protesting the recent rash of 
K-rated movies being shown 
at local theaters. 
Brad Vanhoeffen, president 
of the Calvin Student Council, 
stated, "R-rated movies are 
evil and should not be shown. 
God would not go to see them 
and neither should we." 
When asked to defend his 
last statement, Vanhoeffen 
responded, "Have you ever 
seen God at an R-rated 
movie?" We hadn't so we 
backed off. 
T h e s t u d e n t g r o u p 
organizing the demonstration 
— Students Helping In Time 
— vowed to begin fasting 
unless the theaters dropped 
the R-rated films. 
' 'R-rated m o v i e s l ike 
Platoon corrupt the minds of 
Americans, showing them 
wrongly that God isn?t on our 
s i d e , ' s t a t e d H e n r y 
Vansmith, chairman of the 
group. <4They must be 
stopped." 
Vansmith threatened more 
serious action if the movies 
weren't pulled. "We're gonna 
get nasty," he growled. He 
would not elaborate. In the 
past, the group has toilet 
papered trees and soaped 
windows to make their point. 
Student reaction at Calvin 
was apathetic. "We can't go 
o f f - c a m p u s w i t h o u t a 
chaperone anyway so what's 
the big deal?" asked one 
freshman. 
General student reaction 
w a s p o s i t i v e . P i e t e r 
V a n d e n m u e l l e r , a 
sophomore, said, "This is 
great! I've never seen a girl's 
room before!" 
But other students were 
c o n c e r n e d t h a t t h e 
implications of such a change 
would be detrimental to the 
Christian atmosphere so 
carefully bred at Calvin. 
Vander Meulenschaaphoef 
d i s m i s s e d those f e a r s 
saying, "Most girls will be 
watching the soaps at that 
time and totally ignore any 
boys that come into their 
rooms." 
A sports scandal has rocked 
Calvin to its Calvinistic core. 
Unidentified sources stated 
that sports officials from 
Calvin attempted to pay off 
the referees of the Hope-
Calvin basketball games to 
specifically pick on Hope 
players. 
The insidious plan called 
for the refs to call technicals 
if a Hope player's shoe was 
untied or his shirt not tucked 
in properly. They were also 
urged to call technicals on the 
male cheerleaders, stating 
that boys cannot cheerlead, 
only girls. 
The referees, however, 
refused to take part in the plot 
to the extent Calvin officials 
had hoped, but did agree to 
some narrassment for an 
undisclosed sum. 
Calvin Students 
Have Fun!! 11 
Twelve students at Calvin 
I College were recently sanctioned 
for enjoying themselves. A 
committee has been created to 
decide on what punishment 
should be handed out. "Frankly, 
we're shocked," said Calvin 
Dean of Men Donald Boender. 
'This sort of thing happpens at 
places with weak Christian 
values, places like Hope College, 
not Calvin." 
The incident occured at 11 
p.m., when the students were 
caught d i scuss ing pol i t ics , 
philosophy, and theology without 
faculty supervision. They were 
identified by Patrick Jasperse, a 
student "plant" recruited to 
ferret out such actions by the 
Calvin Alumni Association. Said 
one alumnus, "We heard rumors, 
but no one really believed them. 
At first we thought it was a 
typical problem. You know, 
students get bored of talking 
about Guilt, Sin, and Death. This 
is far worse than that. Let's face 
it, these kids were having fun." 
Many fear this only the 
beginning. Dean of Men Donald 
Boender said, "So far we've been 
able to protect ourselves from 
the forces of darkness — the drug 
abusers, the murderers, the 
liberals. We're going to take 
drastic measures." The first 
step, said Boender, was to get rid 
of the Philosophy Department. 
" T o h a v e a re l ig ion and 
p h i l o s o p h y d e p a r t m e n t is 
redundant. It smacks of secular 
humanism." 
Ten of the students have 
confessed their fun-having, after 
being persuaded by Calvin's 
Dean of Students, known for his 
use of old methods used by the 
early Calvinist Church to extract 
confessions. "There 's no ways 
like the old ways," said the Dean. 
Two students insist they were 
o n l y s e e m i n g t o e n j o y 
t h e m s e l v e s . S h a r o n 
VanderMuelen said she was 
forced to participate. "I told 
them 'no, I don't want to have 
fun' but they insisted. They made 
me. They were saying horrible 
things, like that Catholics were 
Christians, and that Christ drank 
wine. It was horrible." 
Hope's4 own Assistant Dean 
Bruce " T h e E x e c u t i o n e r " 
Johnson has been asked to assist 
the President in dealing with the 
s i t u a t i o n . J o h n s o n , an 
experienced fun-stopper, had 
only a few pitty words to say: 
"When fun breaks out, there's no 
time for talking. You've got to 
nip it in the bud. In the bud." 
Nome of Graves Hall Prophetic 
by Woodward and Bernstein 
Last Friday the 13th, tragedy 
struck Hope's campus. At 10:23 
a.m.. Graves Hall collapsed onto 
ten language professors, several 
secre ta r ies , and over f i f ty 
students. 
Apparently thQ building fell 
after Geology 101 students stole 
its foundation. Dr. Cotter Tharin 
a p p a r e n t l y i n s t r u c t e d the 
students that they could see the 
effects of chemical weathering 
on rock by peeling off the top 
layers of rock at the base of 
Graves Hall. 
The members of the geology 
department are certain that his 
instructions were malicious. Dr. 
Ed Hanson commented that Dr. 
Tharin hated foreign languages. 
"He was really out to get 
somebody," Dr. Hanson stated. 
Dr. Tharin is currently at 
large, although the F.B.I, is 
following leads that he may be on 
his way to New York City, where 
he may attempt to steal the 
foundation of the Empire State 
Building. 
S t u d e n t s of D r . T h a r i n 
reported to authorities that he 
had mentioned that the Dimnent 
Chapel could be destroyed in a 
similar fashion. To combat this 
threat, an electric barbed-wire 
fence has been installed around 
the perimeter of the chapel. 
D r . G o r d o n Van Wylen 
commented, "We can try to 
protect our older stone buildings, 
but I th ink ; students should 
understand that they can't just 
steal a building's foundation just 
because a professor told them 
they could." 
If Dr. Tharin is apprehended, it 
has been decided that he will be 
locked in a cell for a day, while 
his colleague Dr. Hanson tells all 
the puns he can think of about 
bui ld ings and founda t ions . 
According to members of the 
geology department, that ought 
to cure Dr. Tharin of his aberrant 
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Administration immersed in 
by Scoop Jackson 
Washington remains in a state 
of shock after it was revealed 
late last night by Congressional 
investigators of "Iranscam" that 
large sums of money from 
President Reagan's arms for 
hostages deal wound up in the 
coffers of Hope College's highly 
successful fundraising drive, 
"The Campaign for Hope." A full 
accounting of exactly how the 
Christian liberal arts college, 
located in quiet, small town 
Western Michigan, got stuck in 
the vast web of international 
intrigue spun by Oliver North is 
expected from the House and 
Senate select committees by 
Friday. However, details of the 
findings have already begun to 
leak out, and they would appear 
to indict several members of the 
Hope College community who 
planned and implemented a 
fantastic scheme rife with 
rampant greed, unquenchable 
power lust, and wild eyed 
political zealotry. 
The bizarre series of events 
originated during an otherwise 
forgettable coffee break held in 
the Kletz one morning in late 
September of 1986. Seated at a 
table with President Gordon Van 
Wylen were Provost Jacob 
Nyenhuis, Vice President for 
College A d v a n c e m e n t Bob 
D e Y o u n g , D i r e c t o r of 
Development John Nordstrom, 
and the young turk of the Van 
Wylen Administration, Alumni 
Director Dave Van Dyke. The 
President was upset: "The 
Campaign For Hope" was 
stalling out after its fast start. 
Frustrated to the point of anger. 
Van Wylen finished this diatribe 
by complaining, "It has almost 
gotten to the point where I don't 
care where the money comes 
from, just as long as we get 
more." 
was rising quickly in the Van 
Wylen Administration.Maybe too 
quickly: as one De Witt Center 
insider recently said of Van 
Dyke, <4Dave had it all—the 
style, the looks, the power—but 
he seemed to want more." When 
the coffee break ended, he had 
suddenly thought of a way to get 
it. 
l l 
i i i l 
T h i s c o m m e n t t r o u b l e d 
Nyenhuis and De Young. They 
too were concerned about the 
faltering capital campaign, but 
the President's words were laden 
with implication and thus 
dangerous to use in front of 
Nordstrom and Van Dyke. 
Nordstrom, an enigmatic figure, 
had acquired the reputation of 
cool and calculating operator 
who wasn't afraid to let the end 
justify the means in his ruthless 
quest for bottom line in the black. 
Nyenhuis and De Young did not 
fail to notice the toothy grin that 
flashed on the fundraising czar's 
face as the President spoke. 
But what bothered them more 
was the way Van Dyke perked up 
with Van Wylen's plea. Smooth, 
debonair, and somewhat of a 
clothes horse, Van Dyke was a 
hard charger who could enter a 
room full of stingy alumni and 
have them scribbling in their 
checkbooks in minutes. His star 
DeYoung: Should 
the "yes-mon" have 
been a "no-man?" 
Later that morning Van Dyke 
entered Nordstrom's office and 
closed the door behind him. 
Nordstrom drew the shades and 
sat down in eager anticipation, 
for he had sensed that Van Dyke 
had something up his sleeve ever 
since the President's comments 
during the coffee break. Van 
Dyke proceeded to relate to 
Nordstrom events from a night in 
the previous April. And sure 
enough, almost as soon as Van 
Dyke began speaking, a look of 
a s t o n i s h m e n t spread over 
Nordstrom's countenance. 
Accompanying Van Wylen and 
De Young to an out of town 
f u n d r a i s e r h e l d a t t h e 
N e t h e r l a n d s E m b a s s y in 
Washington, D.C., Van Dyke had 
ducked out early and headed to 
Georgetown for a night of bar 
hopping. At his fourth stop, he 
caught the eye of a gorgeous, 
leggy blonde. She approached 
h i m a n d s t r u c k u p a 
conversation. The woman was 
several rounds ahead of him and 
looking to pull away, downing 
double vodkas like they were 7-
UPs; however. Van Dyke ws able 
to see through her lurid designs. 
Unable to capture his attention 
with her looks, she started asking 
Van Dyke about his work and 
seemed particularly interested 
in the fundraising aspect of it. 
It wasn't long before she was 
completely inebriated. Van 
D y k e , s e n s i n g t h a t t h e 
c o n v e r s a t i o n about " T h e 
Campaign for Hope" was going 
nowhere , succombed to a 
chivalrous moment and took the 
woman outside, where he poured 
her into a cab. In one last 
attempt to win him over, she 
said that her boss might be able 
to send some money his way and 
produced a battered business 
card with her office number on it. 
She then promptly passed out in 
the backseat. Van Dyke gave the 
cabbie a twenty before heading 
back into the melee of late-night 
Georgetown. He wadded up the 
card and was just about to toss it 
in the gutter when, on a whim, he 
decided to look at it. The card 
read: "Fawn Hall, Secretary to 
Lieutenant Colonel Ol iver 
North." 
The trio's flight back to 
Holland was scheduled to leave 
at noon the next day. Van Dyke 
begged out of Van Wylen and De 
Young's invitation to breakfast 1 
at McDonald's and called Hall. 
The voice on the other end of the 
line said that Fawn had phoned 
in sick that morning, but would 
the caller like to be passed on to 
the Colonel? Yes, said Van Dyke. 
Oliver North's voice, ringing 
with patriotism and fortitude, 
startled Van Dyke: "North here, 
what the hell do you want?" 
Taking a deep breath. Van 
Dyke explained Ms. Hall's 
drunken suggestion from the 
night before. He went on to 
briefly outline the conservative 
nature of Hope College and 
described the objectives and 
needs of "The Campaign for 
Hope." After finishing the 
hurried explanation. Van Dyke 
waited with baited breath. 
North's response surprised him: 
"Why, hell yes—I'd be glad to do 
business with you. It sounds like 
you folks up in Holland, Michigan 
got some hair on your rear 
ends." The two men aranged to 
meet in one hour at the "Tune 
Inn," a seedy Capitol Hill tavern. 
Nyenhuis: "I told you 
w e couldn't 
trust Van Dyke I" 
O v e r a b r u n c h o f 
cheeseburgers and National 
Bohemian long necks. North and 
Van Dyke settled down to 
negotiate. Van Dyke started to 
inquire about where the money 
would be coming from. He 
shouldn't have, as North blew up, 
shouting "what do you think 
pal—that I just fell off the back of 
a fruit truck? I don't need to sit 
here and listen to a pencilneck in 
a pink shirt ask irrelevant 
ques t ions ." The deal w a s 
suddenly in jeopardy, and Van 
Dyke had to act fast: by now he 
had realized that cutting a deal 
with North would accelerate his 
r i s e in t h e V a n W y l e n 
Administration dramatically. As 
always, though, the pungent 
smell of potential power steadied 
his nerves. , 
After pacifying the furious 
North and assuring him that it 
didn't matter where the money 
came from, Van Dyke quickly 
went on the offensive, stressing 
the disturbing liberalization in 
the morals and politics of Hope's 
student body. Personally, Van 
Dyke didn't give a whit if Hope 
students fornicated on lawns, or 
s t a r t e d A n t i - A p a r t h e i d 
Coalitions, but it was obvious 
that North was big on ideology. 
O.K., thought Van Dyke, if that 
was what he wanted, fine. 
Affecting his best Robert 
Mitchum, Van Dyke stood up and 
s t a r t e d s h o u t i n g h i m s e l f , 
punctuating his exclamations by 
ramming a finger into the 
medal-laden chest of North. 
"Look, dammit, we need money 
/v.' vafc'"" > 
Nordstrom: Hedidn't 
core what strings 
were attached to 
the bottom line. 
in a bad way if Hope is to ramain 
a bastion of conservatism. I 
mean, any day now there will be 
reports of drunken orgies in Van 
Vleck, or anti-nuke protests 
sponsored by the Hope chapter of 
the Gay-Lesb ian Al l iance . 
Hell—you may be worried about 
N i c a r a g u a , but a l i b e r a l 
beachhead has already been 
e s t a b l i s h e d i n 
Macatawa!" When Van Dyke 
f in i shed this i m p a s s i o n e d 
outburst, he looked across the 
table and saw an intimidated, 
even cowering, figure, who said 
quietly: "I'll get you as much as 
you need, Dave, whenever you 
need it." The deal was cut. 
Van Dyke's narrative account 
to Nordstrom was now complete. 
He had decided back in April to 
wait for a ripe moment and a 
sympathetic ear before divulging 
his secret pact with North. Van 
Wylen's comments that morning 
had created the moment, and he 
knew that the man sitting before 
him was most sympathetic. 
Nordstrom sat back and tried to 
t a k e i t a l l i n . I t w a s 
unbelievable— and yet Just what 
"The Campaign for Hope 
needed. The only obstacle thai 
remained was how to access the 
funds. 
Both men knew that getting 
Van Wylen to go along would be 
no problem. They wouldn't tell 
him a thing, and what the 
President didn't know wouldn't 
hurt him. The lame-ducK Van 
Wylen's famous "hands off" 
management style had grown 
looser and looser over the years, 
to the point where his only 
official duty outside of delegating 
authority was personally signing 
his name to the thousands of 
letters, memos, and paychecks 
that went out under his signature 
e v e r y day ( b e c a u s e t h e 
President's retirement was due 
within the year, it was felt that 
there was no need to invest the 65 
cer..i necessary lo replace the 
lost r u b b e r s t a m p of h is 
signature; besides, it gave him 
something to do all dav i. 
Taking a deep breath, 
Van dyke explained 
Ms. Hall's drunken 
suggestion from 
the night before. 
Nordstrom and Van Dyke 
realized that the figure they had 
to convince was Provost Jacob 
Nyenhuis. As Van Wylen had 
gradually given up his grip on the 
administration of Hope College, 
Nyenhuis had taken over. Many 
observers in the West Wing of the 
DeWitt Center had started to call 
Van Wylen's chief of staff a 
"prime m i n i s t e r . " It was 
common knowledge that all the 
key decisions were made through 
the Provost's office. Seeing the 
task of "letting Van Wylen be 
Van Wylen" as his most 
i m p o r t a n t r e s p o n s i b i l i t y . 
Nyenhuis zealously guarded all 
lanes of communicatior to thp 
President. On the surface a 
t h o u g h t f u l , p i p e - s m o k i n g 
classics scholar, Nyenhuis was in 
fact a terror in the boardroom 
and he had come to antagonize 
everyone of significance in tht 
administration, including the 
reserved but strong-willed Emily 
Van Wylen. 
G.Lar ry Penrose: 
"What did Van Wylen 
know and when 
did he forget it?" 
f t 
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Fund Raising Scandal 
The conniving pair scheduled a 
meeting with the Provost later in 
the week. It would be a hard sell: 
they knew that Nyenhuis thought 
they were m a v e r i c k s and 
questioned their loyalty tf Var. 
Wylen. And at the meeting, 
Nyenhuis was initially opposed, 
in his typical blunt manner, to 




letting the illicit funds flow into 
the fundraising drive. However, 
as Nordstrom pointed out how 
good a rejuvenated "Campaign 
For Hope" would make Van 
Wylen (and thus Nyenhuis) look, 
and Van Dyke assured the 
P r o v o s t t h a t t h e N o r t h 
connection could be cohered up, 
Nyenhuis was slowly won over. 
By the end of the session, a solid 
triumvirate had been formed. 
Nordstrom would draft a memo 
that ambiguously presented the 
outlines of the plan to Van Wylen, 
and Nyenhuis would run it by the 
President quickly enough so that 
he would forget it in a metter of 
minutes. 
One problem ramained. The 
Vice President for College 
Advancement, Bob De Young, 
would have to approve of the plan 
also. This would not be so 
difficult though. At one time he 
was thought to be a figure ol 
integrity and foresight, but De 
Young had increasingly come tc 
be regarded a yes man while 
serving as Van Wylen's Vice 
President. Banished to tasks that 
were largely ceremonial in 
nature, and frozen out of the 
policy-making process by the 
tyrannical Provost, De Young 
emerged as the whipping boy 
who was blamed when things 
went wrong. He desperately 
wanted to get back to the good 
standing he once enjoyed. 
Nordstrom, Nyenhuis, and Van 
Dyke realized this, and they 
planned to use it against the 
reasonable De Young. Their 
approach was effective if not 
subtle: the three men barged in 
to De Young's office en masse 
and browbeat, cajoled, and 
coerced the Vice President into 
agreement. 
In early October the scheme 
was set into motion. Van Dyke 
contacted North and the money 
started to flow. Nordstrom 
developed a simple yet ingenious 
money laundering operation. 
After the funds were receive d via 
C.I.A. messengers , it was 
farmed back out in small 
amounts to cooperative alumni 
selected by Van Dyke, who then 
in turn donated it back to "The 
C a m p a i g r ' t Hope " r r , u " stalled 
capital c nnaign vvas jump-
started, c..J the dollar figures 
once more , papt upward 
In mid-November, however, 
the money supply was abruptly 
cut off with no explanation. Van 
Dyke tried frantically to get in 
touch with North, but to no avail. 
None of the cabal at Hope College 
knew that they were in the 
process of being runover by 
history. On the fateful day in 
N o v e m b e r when At torney 
General Meese and President 
R e a g a n u n c o v e r e d . t h e 
"Iranscam" controversy, the fit 
hit the shan in the De Witt 
Center. 
And u n t i l y e s t e r d a y ' s 
revelations in Washington, it was 
looking more and more as if their 
cover-up was successful and 
Hope College would emerge 
unscathed. The overnight 
change in the fortunes of this 
scheme, however, have already 
had profound effects on the 
conspirators. Nordstrom and 
Van Dyke have both retained 
lawyers and are refusing to 
comment. It is rumored that they 
will invoke the 5th Amendment 
when brought before the courts. 
Nyenhuis is publicly denying that 
he or Van Wylen had any 
knowledge of the goings on, and 
antennae, is reportedly urging 
the President to ditch the 
overbearing Nyenhuis (who hung 
up the phone on the first lady 
when she 
called and asked him to resign) 
and come clean with a full 
d i s c l o s u r e of the i l l i c i t 
fundraising scam. 
N o r d s t r o m , Van D y k e , 
Nyenhuis, and DeYoung held a 
secret meeting in the men's room 
in third floor of DeWitt that 
afternoon. It was decided to 
cover everything up as much as 
possible — maybe Van Dyke's 
t i e s to N o r t h w o u l d go 
u n d i s c o v e r e d , De Y o u n g 
speculated. Nyenhuis gave him 
an incredulous look and then 
screamed at Nordstrom, "I told 
you we couldn't trust Van Dyke. 
Look at what he's got us into." 
Nordstrom shot back: "The hell 
you say Jake — you knew the 
risks." DeYoung interjected with 
a plea for calm, and was told to 
shut up by both men. The only 
sound that could then be heard 
was originating from the far 
stall, where Van Dyke was 
banging {lis head against the wall 
and moaning out the lyrics to 
"Fight on You Big Dutchmen" 
over and over again. 
After calming Van Dyke down 
(the Provost broke out his hip 
Hask and gave the whimpering 
Alumni Director a long draw), 
the three men ushered him back 
to his o f f i c e and started 
rummaging through his files, 
shredding every document that 
tied "The Campaign For Hope" 
to the scandal breaking in 
Washington. Then Nyenhuis, 
Nordstrom, and De Young 
headed back to their own offices 
to do likewise. They would keep 
quiet, not tell Van Wylen a thing, 




and rash, he was 
zealous in letting 
Van Wylen be 
Van Wylen. 
he is vigorously maintaining that 
the whole deal was engineered by 
Nordstrom and Van Dyke, with 
De Young's tacit approval. De 
Young, victimized once again, is 
waffling about how he plans on 
supporting the President in a 
time of crisis; but nobody seems 
to care what the Vice President 
thinks. 
As for Van Wylen, the 
President is according to all 
reports stunned. Nonetheless, he 
seems to be adopting a siege 
mentality, hunkering down in his 
West Wing office and saying 
things like, "Dave Van Dyke is a 
hero," and "There is bile in my 
throat; the liberals are circling 
like vultures."Mrs. Van Wylen, 
with her finely tuned political 
Van Dyke: If everyone 
has fifteen minutes of 
stardom in them, 
Dave's watch was 
running fast. 
For his part. Van Wylen has 
appointed a blue ribbon panel, 
headed by the politically astute 
chair of the History Department, 
Dr. G. Larry Penrose, to 
investigate. The President says 
he will not comment on the 
growing scandal until the 
P e n r o s e C o m m i s s s i o n has 
completed its report. But if Van 
Wylen is expecting to be treated 
kindly by the Commission, he is 
destined to be disappointed. Dr. 
Penrose commented just this 
morning: "We have several 
questions to answer, including, 
'What did President Van Wylen 
know and when did he forget 
it?'" 
DeYoung interjected 
with a plea for calm 
and was told by both 
men to shut up. 
Regardless of the panel's 
findings, the aftershocks of the 
elaborate machinations will 
continue to reverberate through 
the Hope College comunity for a 
long t i m e to c o m e . The 
presidency of the incoming John 
Jacobson will no doubt be 
hamstrung as it attempts to 
clean up the mess left by the 
DeWitt Center cabal. One can 
only hope that Mr. Jacobson is 
bringing an awfully big shovel 
with him from New York. 
Pschopath 
to perform 
b y C . K e n t 
Tom Renner, Director of 
College Relations, announced 
last Tuesday that he is the final 
stages of negotiating a deal with 
Tri-Star Films, Inc., who intend 
to film, Hope for Jason, the 7th 
sequel to that quintessential 
masterpiece, "Friday the 13th." 
The plot of the movie focuses 
on Jason's attempts to blend in 
with the ordinary middle-class 
collegians at Hope. Ultimately, 
Jason discovers that many 
others live their lives wearing 
masks and hurting others in the 
process. 
Of course there is no lack of the 
senseless violence and brutality 
which have often been lauded by 
critics in the past. Also, there is 
no lack of crassness and 
vulgarity. The tasteful theater-
goer ought not be disappointed ! 
by this picture. 
Hope was chosen as the 
location of this film not only 
because of the extremely high 
percentage of students and 
faculty which hide behind their 
m a s k s , but a l so b e c a u s e 
Elizabeth Voorhees—after whom 
t h e r e s i d e n c e h a l l w a s 
named—figures into the plot as a 
distant relative to Jason. 
Alfredo Gonzales, Dean of 
M u l t i - C u l t u r a l A f f a i r s , 
expressed his excitement over 
the proposed venture. "Hope 
College has had difficulty in the 
past recruiting psychopaths who 
are virtually indestructable. This 
is just the kind of thing that 
might reach this often neglected 
minori ty and make them 
I consider enrolling at this fine 
| institution for higher education." 
Hope Kollege 
by Sarah Jaquette 
According to Sue Langejans, 
there has been a recent surge of 
support for the Communist Party 
on Hope's campus. The Pan 
H e l l e n i c B o a r d a n d 
InterFraternity Council are now 
being run by students aligned 
with the Communist Party. 
These students are seeking to 
overthrow the class-conscious 
administration and establish 
e q u a l s t a n d i n g in t h e 
administration with students 
taking over important positions. 
(Photo Editor's note: It has 
been learned that Michael 
Goyne, president of IFC, is 
nicknamed "Pink".) 
It has just been discovered that 
the leaders of the Campaign for 
Hope took classes on Oral 
Roberts University campus on 
money raising techniques. They 
are now considerein different 
guilt trip tadtics to apply to the 
alumni. More on their progress 
in another issue. 
Party at the Dean's office 
iimm 
1 
Some comments from regular customers: 
; i 
! \ 
"No one can drink Dean Beal under the table. 
Except maybe the bartender,Mrs. Beal." - Scott Carpenter 




"Boy ! Is Scott sloshed 11" - Jennifer Parks I wish I'd been there." - Phil Tanis 
Happy Hour 
Monday to Friday, Only 
ii 
Beer ? This ain't beer, it's coke Ask John Patnott." - Whitney Leigh 
25* 
My man Beal really knows how to take off that dress." - Dan Stid 
# 
"Isn't Dan just the dickens?" - Jodi Moorman 
for 12-Oz. Class 
Pius 2-for-1 mixed drinks and 
free snacks. Come join us for 
an enjoyable attitude adjust-
ment hour with Romeo Sanders 
at the piano bar. 
Join us ! ! Weekdays at 7:30 p.m. 
Phi l 'sBar&Gri l l 
Stop in for a suspension 
and a brew ! 
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Van Wylen's Shocking Secrets Revealed! I ! ! 
% 
by T.V. Beeker 
Although it is a well-publicized 
fact that long-time president 
Gordon J . Van Wylen will be 
resigning this s u m m e r , his 
reasons for doing so have 
remained shrouded in utmost 
secrecy. 
Into this information gap, 
many unfounded rumors have 
subsequently flowed. Stories 
that he is dying of leprosy, that 
he is fleeing charges of Nazi war 
crimes, that he is hoping to 
escape a $27 million bill for 
overdue books from the old 
library, and that he is getting 
sick of the job are all unfounded 
and have all been discredited in 
previous issues of the Ranchor. 
The lack of information has 
continued—until now. Our 
r e p o r t e r s h a v e u n c o v e r e d 
several more explanations for 
our beloved leader 's imminent 
departure. 
1— Last year, Lamont Dirkse 
(Cosmopolitan '50) resigned 
from his position as Dean of 
Students in order to return to 
teaching. The Ranchor has 
l e a r n e d t h a t V a n W y l e n 
(Fraternal '85) has decided to 
follow his lead. Van Wylen, who 
technically holds a position in the 
Physics Department, will be 
joining his colleagues in Peale 
next fall. 
Due to a clerical error, Van 
Wylen's name was left off the 
schedule of classes for next fall, 
but sources close to the president 
indicate that he will be teaching 
a full course load. Physics 
students should be advised that 
Van Wylen will be lecturing for 
the fol lowing c o u r s e s and 
supervising the follow labs: 
PHYS121-01 General Physics I 
PHYS121-02 Discussion 
PHYS 141-03 Physics Lab I 
PHYS 295-01 Relativity 
PHYS 495-01 Carbon Dating of 
Ancient Fossils. 
2— Van Wylen is gearing up to 
launch another campaign for the 
White House. As the Ranchor 
reported at the time, Van Wylen 
made a bid at the nation's 
highest office back in 1984. He 
was unsuccessful in challenging 
the popular incumbent Reagan, 
however. 
This time, however, Reagan is 
not running (we assume) and 
Van Wylen is announcing his 
campaign a full year earlier. 
With these two advantages over 
his last attempt, Van Wylen is 
confident enough to quit his day 
job and devote all of his time to 
politicking. 
" I 'm gonna kick Bush's but t !" 
Van Wylen is reported to have 
exclaimed. 
3— A staff member at Holland 
Hospi tal has i n f o r m e d the 
Ranchor that Dr. Van Wylen is 
suffering from a certain well-
known, incurable disease: 
• Officials at the hospital flatty 
deny that Van Wylen has been 
tested at their facilities. A cover-
up of W a t e r g a t e - I r a n g a t e 
proportions is suspected. 
4— Van Wylen is being forced 
to resign because his contract . 
granting leave for pregnancy. 
The Van Wylens are expecting 
another child, and this time it's 
Gordon's turn to carry it. 
He has recently developed 
insatiable cravings for ice cream 
and pickles. "Whenever I ' m 
down here (in the Kletz), he's 
sitting in the corner munching on 
that stuff," remarked Barry 
Hendges, a close personal friend 
of Van Wylen who frequents the 
kletz. 
Officials at the hospital flatly 
deny that Van Wylen has been 
tested at their facilities. A cover-
up of W a t e r g a t e - I r a n g a t e 
proportions is suspected. 
5— Van Wylen is being forced 
to resign by the new Greek 
Judicial Board. He has been 
found guilty of serving alcohol to 
minors on Hope's campus and 
flagrant disregard for the Greek 
Judicial Board's authority, and 
the sentence for such offenses is 
forced retirement. 
The original violation occurred 
two years ago, when Van Wylen 
was caught throwing a huge 
F r a t e r Rush pa r ty in the 
Presidents Room in Graves Hall. 
Large quantitities of Stroh's 
beer were seized by Public 
Safety officers, but the Ranchor 
was instructed not to publish the 
story. The accompanying photo 
taken by then photo editor T.V. 
Beeker was all that we were able 
to publish. 
More recently, Van Wylen has 
violated other rules. As part of yL 
their social suspension for recent ^ 
p l e d g i n g v i o l a t i o n s , t h e ^ 
F ra te rna l Society has been 
banned from wearing their 
letters in public. President Van 
Wylen, who became a Fra ter on 
the occasion of the organization's 
sesquicentennial (150th birthday 
—Ed.), has been seen in recent 
weeks sporting his " O K E " 
baseball cap. (see other photo) 
Stating that they "have the 
utmost respect for, and faith in 
the judgment of the Greek 
Judicial Board," the Board of 
Trustees voted unanimously to 
uphold the Greeks' decision. 
€ 
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Coupon I Coupon ; 
i 1 
2.00 off any 16" pizza [ 1.50 off any J6"p/zzoj 
(3 or more items) [ (3 or more items) j 
Expires Apri l 6th. 
G r e a t Lakes Pizza 
3 1 7 Centra l 
Hol land Mich igan 
3 9 2 - 6 0 8 0 
Expires April 6th. 
G r e a t Lakes Pizza 
3 1 7 Centra l 
Hol land Michigan 
3 9 2 - 6 0 8 0 
GREAT LAKES PIZZA 
317 Central 
392-6080 
M M n m H M m u u h n n n M M M ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 
L O S T D O G - ' " m b w m w w w i i i i i i i 
Black, white, and brown mixed breed, blind in one eve 
" J r * 
deaf, missing hind leg, answers to lucky. 
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Tired of being a rebel without a cause? 
GLCA NICARAGUAN 
SEMESTER 
A Mercenary Adventure in Paradise... 
l 
"A New Type of Internship For Today's Student." 
All Expenses paid! 
PLUS!!! $10,000 stipend at summer's end 
For more information contact Greg Olgers 
or Jack Holmes, Faculty Representative 
May to August '8,7 
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Editor 's note: The following is 
a truthful and fully verified 
account of ac tua l pledging 
activities of the Cosmopolitan 
Fraternity. 
Two years ago, the Ranchor 
sent then photo editor T.V. 
Beeker undercover as a Cosmo 
pledge. Despite the severe 
torture he had to undergo, Mr. 
Beeker made it through, and 
wrote up a complete expose of 
what he went through. 
Most of his story, however, was 
so unbelievably shocking that we 
felt we could not run the story 
without verification. This year, 
we sent current photo editor P. 
Chamness undercover. His story 
was the same. 
This is their shocking story: 
"Cosmo" Photo Editors 
T.V. Beeker and 
P. Chamness - both 
missing since 
mid-march. 
by T.V. B e e k e r and P . 
Chamness 
The first night was one of the 
most terrifying. We were bound 
and gagged and piled into a small 
U-Haul trailer. The trailer was 
hauled around for several hours 
over bumpy roads before we 
were finally released. 
We were immediately put to 
work digging a mass grave for 
the half-dozen pledges who had 
not survived the ride. We were 
given plastic sporks with which 
to dig. 
When we had accomplished 
that, the actives tied each of us to 
the backs of their cars and drove 
at high speed to a cattle fa rm. 
Each pledge was required to 
burn his clothes and have sexual 
relations with various farm 
djQimals. Finally, we were each 
pledging. This was a totally 
degrading, worthless experience 
which has absolutely no positive 
aspects whatsoever. 
Editor 's note: When presented 
with a preview of this article. 
Dean for Student Development 
Philip Beal exclaimed, ' 'See? I 
knew it!" Director of Student 
Activi t ies Susan L a n g e j a n s 
s t o p p e d s m i l i n g . I n t e r -
Fraterni ty Council President 
Pink Goyne muttered, " D a m n ! " 
Cosmopolitan President Todd 
VerBeek was unavailable for 
comment. 
The Cosmo Actives 
- voting on whether to sacrifice pledges during Hell Week 
told to strangle a cow to death 
with our bare hands. 
At this point, one courageous 
pledge asked "Why?" 
"Because we said so!" cackled 
one active. The pledge was then 
shot in the back of the head and 
the rest of us were forced to drink 
his blood mixed with pure grain 
alcohol. "That ' l l teach him to 
show disrespect," the Cosmo 
president muttered. 
When we had finally finished 
strangling the cows, the actives 
drove off, leaving us to walk all 
the way home from Toledo 
wearing nothing but the blood of 
thedepledge. 
The nights that followed 
consisted primarily of variations 
on t h e t h e m e of t o t a l 
degradation, senseless abuse, 
and reckless disregard for the 
lives of us pledges. Decency does 
not allow me to go into further 
detail. 
The final initiation, however, 
w a s too b a r b a r i c to go 
unreported. 
A pentagram was drawn on the 
floor and candles were lit. The 
pledge masters then called up 
the presence of Lucifer himself 
to preside over the remainder of 
the rite. A fifteen-year-old boy 
from the neighborhood was 
tortured to death, and the Dark 
Prince possessed his mutilated 
body.. 
Each of us then sacrificed a 
goat, pledging our lives to the 
fraternity and our souls to the 
devil. Finally, we were given 
green shirts by our fraternity 
fathers. 
They say that 'Nam was hell. 
From what I 've heard about it, it 




Todd Ver Beek 
- "No comment". 
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Jacobsen's Shocking Secrets Revealed!!!! 
by T.V. Beeker 
President-elect John Jacobson 
may not be who he claims to be! 
The Ranchor has learned via our 
extensive muck-raking network 
the true background of this 
mystery man. 
According to biographical 
information supplied to the 
Presidential Search Committee, 
Jacobson is of Norwegian 
BLOOM COUNTY 
descent and comes most recently 
from New York. This is not 
exactly true! 
Our sources have compiled the 
following chronology: 
The man now known as John 
Jacobson was injured and nearly 
killed when the Allies took Berlin 
in the 1940's (You know—about 
the same time a certain German 
dictator is supposed to have 
killed himself, but no one ever 
found the body). He was nursed 
back to health by an attractive 
Dutch woman with large breasts. 
He was forced to flee his 
t e m p o r a r y h o m e in t h e 
Nether lands when someone 
realized that he looked exactly 
like a certain poster artist and 
high official in the former 
German government. (Perhaps 
by Berke Breathed 
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the gentleman mentioned above? 
—Ph.Ed.) Pursued by an angry 
mob, he stole a fisherman's boat 
and set sail for Norway. 
It was there that Jacobson 
adopted his c u r r e n t n a m e 
(spelled " Jacobsen" at the 
time). He married a charming 
local girl and took up the life of a 
fisherman. Jacobson lived there 
for several decades, aging very 
gracefully thanks to the skin 
c ream used by Norwegian 
fishermen and advertised by 
radio personality Paul Harvey. 
R e v o l u t i o n a r y s u r g i c a l 
techniques available in Sweden 
also added to his youthful 
appearance. (This particular 
dictator was born in the 1800's, of 
course.) 
A few months ago, the old 
r u m o r a b o u t h i s f o r m e r 
connect ion with a c e r t a i n 
d i c t a t o r h i p in G e r m a n y 
returned, and Jacobson again 
fled for his life, this time to the 
United States. Using "forged 
documents and credentials, he 
managed to slip his name onto a 
list of cand ida te s for the 
presidency of a small liberal arts 
college in Michigan. 
The rest is history. 
BillMoyer: 
The real interview I 
by E. Reka Jellema 
Do you think you are sexy? It 
was what everyone wanted to 
know about Billy Mayer. I 
wanted to know after my teeth 
snapped the skin off an apple, 
then what? Bill crouches on the 
floor fingering a photograph. He 
looks up. Bill wears glasses. He 
takes them off. He wants to know 
what the questions are going to 
be like. I had a question once, but 
I forgot. I offer Bill sardines. Bill 
loves sardines. Bill eats a 
sardine with a white plastic fork. 
Greg is a dog. Greg is Bill's 
constant companion. A big, 
friendly gentle, golden retriever. 
The sardines a re lying in 
mustard sauce. Bill offers Greg a 
sardine. Greg's hair lands in the 
sardines. Bill picks it out. He 
puts the tail of a sardine in 
between his teeth and leans over 
Greg, who lifts his head up and 
eats the sardine from that 
position 
I offer Bill an apple. Bill offers 
to split it with me. I offer him the 
first bit. He splits the apple in 
two with his knife. We eat our 
apple. Greg licks his tail. Bill 
wears a blue shirt and blue jeans. 
I ask Bill who he is. I wear blue 
jeans and a brown jacket. Bill 
wears hiking boots. Bill asks 
Greg what 's going on. My 
stomach growls. 
There is the sound of a loud 
buzz. I wonder if it is time for the 
banana. I decide to consult Bill. 
Bill reads an essay to me. It is on 
being a man. It is by Paul 
Theoreaux. Bill is allergic to 
bananas. I eat the banana. Bill 
likes food. Bill likes exotic foods 
that make you stand up and take 
notice. We remember the smell 
of curry on Clark Street in 
Ch icago by the E t h o p i a n 
restaurant. I like ambiguity. Bill 
likes ambiguity. Its all been 
grapes to me, but Bill, if he could 
be fruit, would be a lime. 






COOL AS EVER 
